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ANDSTORM SMITH was full entitied to
; the elephant blend of dream stuff—" gaid
» Jonesy of the Dizzy Ghost—and we passed

. bim a pure bill of rights to wade ™ and

designate the herd in the simple colors of
; ‘this innocent  delusions, not barring wings
, ©r roller skated. So, when he narrows himself down
. o one single, unduplicated elephant, the which beast

of the custoipdry shade of smoked oyster and pro-
lwﬂoned aoconding to nature, some in the party sits

-

up. and gives hm the “Huoh! Huh!™

“%Own up like a man, Sandy,” sald Red McKenna,
i"that you covldnt coumt ’em all; that they were
Hittle pink chaps that come through the transom,

i; a le sprin

i the window. Confess, lad; for no man of your

of lubricating the intellect

- mees mlyonédepmm:n;ctlmemdmnotdmo

d R
uzl smile which made Sandstorm
woman, and dog went out

You ocould see as his eye nar-

L was firm and fixed in his mind

that he liked, and to disturb which put the blower
on N dander. He shut his Mps hard and sald:

2 “Adoysiug Xavier MoKenna, If it weren't that it
be a superfluity of speech and a statement of
clearas-day, over-apparent fact T'd call you a

I remarks there's only one packerderm in that

of mine. Furthermore, that packerderm was

not a him. She was a sober, orderly, mild

| elephant suoch as which don't opcur in the

dr of an acidgbsorbing strawberry blonde that
3 ie withsan X; and, more-

!

. ‘of three satisfying, wholesome meals yes-
F - winding up with two orders of buckwheats
| . and maple drip for supper. It you feel so moved,
| e to "'Widow Buckley that a man that
> with my consistency and appetite at the Home
: _ subject to visions of rainbow ele-

: the brapgle on a dyspeptic chest.”
; his shoulders and smiled

Sandstorm,” said the Widow Buck-
to a portion of rice pudding
e mountsin in the dish.

al]l about that dream.” cried Betty

ages gince I've seen an ele-
ess knows when there’ll ever be

uD and down the table suspici-

ehine, and as she

me Round and
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goes to the window, sticks out
My gun first and then my head.
It's moonlight—so clear I can
Tead the sign on the Dalsy
stamp mill half a mile off. But
what clamps my vision is the
hind legs of an elephant occu-
pying considerable space ba-
yond the corner of the shagk.
Its tail was moving patient and
gentle back and from. Still I
was some stunned, not having
met any packerderms round
camp recent or beforehand. But
@8 you never can know what to
expect in this big boom dig-
gings, the notion rises that I in-
vestigate that elephant.

“I opens the door just a little,
whereat the trunk attached to
,the forward overhang of said
elephant reaches In and waves
itself nervous and timid, like a
woman fluttering her hand.gyl
opens the door wide and ge
Bives a pleasant nod of her
bead and begins swaying. One
Jook in her eye convinces me
&he's my Iriend, and when she
turns her head away with a
bashful jerk I know she's a lady
elephant and not wused to
glimpsing bachelors in their py-
jamas. The minute I climbs Ign
to my overalls and boots her

attitude changes and she takes me up on her back

68 easy #s a steam erane lifting a can of corn.

“As soon as I'm seated comfortable, off she starts
up the Little Belladonna trail. Straight up the trail
k from side to side

she hools it swinging her
and now and then :fving 3

ntented

When she’s abreast the shaft derricks she picks me
off her back and sets me down, then grips a sledge-
hammer in her trunk and swings i over her head,
bringing It down with a bursting smash on the edge
of the shaft. A cloud of rock and dust flles up,
whereat she drops on her knees and reaches down
into theshaft. 8he's on her knees about thirty winks
before she slowly draops back om her }
throwing wp her trunk in which she’s got curled a
chunk of pure gold the size of a nail keg.

“My eyes just gbout stand out on my cheeks at
sight of that buollion gleaming dark in the moon-
waves it before me that elephant’s
face takes on'a big, generous smile—yes,” and Sand-
storm shot a flerce look around the

table,

T3 3 o that tastesome Httle supper T men- laughs angl passes me the nueget. Like a chump,

:.&:dmhﬁmlmmrjfh;ogh;:d?m- not consi the heft of it, 1 takes hold of that

_Bmgok on the door. 1 unhooks my gum from the my &?{f_ﬁndd‘elmm Sg/dg end it landg'on
and gets up. The door’s bolted fast and I

Sandstorm became suddenly absorbed in negotiat-
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room, dropping ore
specimens on the bed.
whica yawp don't need

specifying.”
“What a lovely
dream!™ cried Betty

Buekley; “and it must
mean something, too.
Mr. Smith.i: You will
probably strike it aw-
fully rich on the Little

Belladonna.”
There was a sudden nervous
exit from#% the Home Grub.

Smith had taken a new assay
on the Little Belladonna that
morning and found that it
would cost him about $8 more
a ton to mine than the rock
would treat for.

Howsomever that dream had
gripped him mighty deep and
he sent down to 'Frisco for a
box of books on elephants and
a lbrary of dream literature.
The tkme he'd usually spend
playing jokes and rigging tend-
erfeet he'd put In delving in
that lore.

If you refused to¥discuss ele-
phants with him he took it as
a personal insult,
McKenna mighty near had a
serious Afalllng out, as Red,
who'd some talent for drawing,
sketched a cartoon for “The
Goldfield News,” in which he
showed Smith driving twenty
elephonts fo a ehmek wagon,
sald chuck wagon's freight con-
sisting of a pebble

e

haunches,

He and Red’

i e

ke,

done up in a bale of cotton and labelled “The Bella-
douna Nugget.”

Jn Little Sammy Harbin, however, Sandstorm
found some genuine sympathy. Sammy considered
that he really owed the Big Joshua claim Lo Smith,
though that camp cutup didn't deserve a shadow of
gratitude.

“It stands to reason,” argued Sammy, “that if he
badn’t put up that joke on me I'd never have wan-
déred Into the desert and locdted that Joshua tree.

“See here,” Sammy suddenly enthused, swinging
on Sandstorm who was trying to hide his sheep's
smile, “didn't you dream . about that Joshua tree?”

‘Sandstorm gave @ gullty start. Then he said, de-
veloping a sudden cough:

“Not about that particular one I described to you,
but off and on there's been a forest of Joshua trees
walking through my dreams.” ‘

“Fine!™ crled Sammy. “There was a real on
that's proven. Now, why couldn't there de a real
elephant?

“Of course,” ran on our little bonanza king, whose
Massachusetts learning had become shot with some
of the hunch fancies that eventuully grip the minds
of all gold hunters, “there are probably not any
pachyderms browsing round in the scge brush, but
suppose you brought one down. It might bring you
the luck you dreamed of.”

“H you'll dream about a parcel of snakes,” epoke
up Rawhide Pete, “I know where there's a nest of
side-winders* back of the Yellow Horse mine.”

“An’ I know where there's & cofin maker that's
got your eize in stock,” retorts Sandstorm, taking
Little Sammy’s arm and stamping out of the zone of
josh that develops ih the Glad Hand.

Yeg, It was due to Samuel Harbin, Esquaire, late
of Boston, Mass., that Goldfield was later afflicted
with & one-animal zoo. He not only worked up the
fdea until it had rooted itself deeper'n the base
grips of & gom troe in Sandstorm Smith’s mind, but
he furnished the funde that ensbled that feather-

_headed glant to establish his hunch us a two-ton

In a Reno paper one day was a cut showing a
procession of elephants, each one liberally tatooed
with a pilt legend that was exoiting the dyspeptic
population of the Washoe slope at that time. The
cut showed the populage of Reno thronging the main
street, feasting their eyes on the movelty and pur-
chasing pifls in gross lots.

But it wasn't the pills that agitated tke breast,
of Sandstorm Smith when that Reno paper fell into
his hande, He was stricken with an idea biggern
the biggest pill ever reled, and forthwith jumpted
his motorcycle, steamed over the hills to Little
Sammy’s mine, negotiated a considerable loan and
burned up the Tonopah trail to catch the first and
only daily train out of the desert. -

No particular notice was taken of his fiitiing so
sudden and eager, but his return was an event that
called for calamity type 4n the camp dally.

A lone prospector on .the Tonopah trall sighted
the classie shape of Sandstorm 8mith making pace
through the chimisal for one standard size elephant,
and being publicepirited said lone prospectdr brings
his pintp into camp under spur and passes the good
word. In consequence a cavalcads, Including a three-
horn band, promoted and led by Red McKenna, finds
Sandstorm and that elephant three miles above the
boundaries of our fair vililage, but the Smith pro-
cession had stopped, the four-legged end of it hold-
Ing an argument i short, sharp snorts.

ndstorm was wesaring.a look of pained weari-
ness under the alkkali smudge, eo Red asked:

“Is yeur friend tired, Sandy?"

“Tired nothing,” shot back Smith. “Don’t yon
know a packerderm can outwalk anything on hoof.
What she wants 's hay. If you fellers will run back
and get a bale you can go on with your blankety
Blank frivolity. T been afoot since the train makes
the Tonopah yards at midnight. and while the hay's
being brought T sleepx under the openwork ghade of
yonder Joshua tree™

What's more he gets an hour's slesta spite of the
worst that three-horn band can do. and while he's
g0 engaged Goldfield arrives by foot, stage, pony,
and motor-cycle and makes the acquaintance of that
elenhant.

She was a young elephant, not over six feet tall
and about the same in beam, whereas from append-
age to appendage she measured twelve. But aside
from the fact of her being an elephant her most
striking feature is the lettering on her flanks. Pills
is spelt ont bold on hoth sides, and just before the
Pille was a blur showingz where the major portion af
l:;r original decorative literature had been Tubbed
off.

“I worked a whole dry on that pill Jayout,” Sand-
storm sighed. when the band, finally bllghteq his
cozy trance, “and T guness toward the last T scraped
hér, for she reached round, plcked me up and slam-
med me down mighty rude™

“Did yon ride her down from Tonopah?” asked
Beans, sthe livery man.

“T did, for five milea,”™ sald Smith. “and the mo-
tion’s an soothing T slumbers and falla off. breaking
my guiding pole and ladder. After that T got to lead
her hv hand. and maybe she conldn’tcover ground,
notwithstanding she eeems  treading under close
wraps. I got more aches In my pedal extremities
than a olty pollceman, just trying to make pace and
keep from being stepped on by two ton of elephant.
What's her name? " In view of that white lead em-
broidery on her sides—Miss Pms."'

*A sjde-winder i of the most deadly specles of
rattlesnake. Althongh equipped with rattles it nev-
wr rattles tham In warning
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. After Miss Pills had copsumed about fourteen dol-

lars’ worth of Goldfeld’'s best Imperted hay Red Me-
Kenna led off with his band and she swung along
peaceful and smiling, keeping siep with the rusty
harmony of the horus.

When Red haited the procession in front of the
Gizd Hand he made a neat address,
Bandstorm as an unprecedented philanthroplst in
that he'd furnished the camp with a considerable it
Gne-plece hippodrome. Smith's blushes out.!_)lazed
Red’s hair, for that sirange young person cousaqered
that -hed done a big thing, and nothing fantastic, In
providing Goldfield with a personally conducted zoo,
and when the ehcering died dowd and Miss Pills had
had a forty-gallon drink he marched her up the

* Little Belladonna irail

When Little Sammy came into the Home Grub
thet night there was an uncertain smile worrying
his thin lips and a twisted crowsfoot crinkled deep
between his eyes. ;

. “@andy’s having a hell of a time,” he said low and
smolemn' to me so Red McKenna across the aisle
couldn’t catch it. “He can't leave that elephant out
in the night air and there's no shelter avallable.
They won't take her at ‘Beams' stable and the door-
way of his shack's too narrow and the roof too
low. Then there lsn't a foot of lumber in this dip
of the desert to build anything with and by the time
we get down some Miss Pills thay have developed
prnenmonia or grip. Sandy 'says che's fearful
dellcate. He's got the camp tatlor up there now
figuring on making her a sult of fore and
aft pants for night wear, Dut they <an't promise to
weave four legs Info a mneat fit before tomorrow
night. It'll be too inferma] dbad,” concludes Little
Sammy, “if she gets a stroke of tbaf high altitude
::em.?onh after what it's cost us to get her down
re.

“But if she continues to exist” I said, “it's go-
ing to cost a whaling sight more to feed her with
bay selling by Troy weight.”

“But ir she dies,” groaned Little Sammy, “we'll
have to buy 4 mine to bury her in, as I guess every
inch of ground "tween here and Hawthorne's staked
out in clalma™ - 1

The little owner of the- Bilg Joshua was doing
gome nervous figuring In his notebook when the
door of the Hode Grub opened and Sandstorm burst
in, rubbing his bands and smiling.

“Judging from your looks,” Red McKenna greet-
ed him, “T guess Miss Pills’s sold at a profit.”

“You're as humorous as usual, Red,” laughed
Bands¢orm, “and as wrong as per sdhedule. I haven't
sold the lady, only got her boused snug and cozy
for the night.”

“Suppose you. tucked her away In your palatial
chateau,"” chuckled Red.
= Sandstorm shook his head and etirred his coffee
with a slow and fastidlous twist of the spoon.

“No, Red,” he sald. "My chatesu woukin't ft."

MoKenna dropped his fork into his plate and the
mirth faded out of his eyes. Sandstorm was drink-
ing In unmannerly gulps and Little Sammy looking
from ome to the other in nervous puzzlement. Me-
Kenma broke the pause in a slow hard voice.

Mister Ssndys Storm Smith,” he sald, “if you put
that animated, double-ended moving van in my
bungalow—well—" His throat closed and he turned
tangerine red.

“You wonidn't refuse an innocent, homeless, fe-
male packerderm shelter, Red, would you?7’ sald
Sandstorm.

MoKenna exploded. He'd get that beast out of
his ‘bungalow if he had to take it out in sections no
bigger'n dice.

“I'l1 begin by shooting her #full of ventilating
adits,” he foamed, “and then I'll hire some carpen-
ters to saw her up in onepound jots. I'll, I'll—"
The Widow Buckity had to thump his back to save
him from strangling.

“That would be awiul foolish, Red,” sald Sand-
storm, eoncealing hig joy in his ecoffee cup. “You
did so much for the lady this aftermoon, providing
a band and a gorgeous greeting, that I Jidn't think
sou'd mind doing more and save her delicate chest
from this night air. Honest, I didn"t think you'd
object to taking her in for the night, though I won't
ask you to slog her to sleep or fan her. Why you
can bunk in with me, Red, and #t11 be like old
times.”

“And,” he went on, low and purry, “T wouldn't
be for disturbing her now. It was a pretty neat fit,
but as your bungalow’s one of those ‘portable hutches
I managed to unscrew the back wall and slip her
in without any considerable ruin. 1 tled your bath-
robe around her neck to protect her throat and left
ber happy and contented ss a chuckawallah in a
cloudburst.”

MoKenna was past speech, and after watching the
patrons of the Home Grub slip under the tables one
by one and thresh among the chairs he got up with
a growl and shuffled out. But he and Sandstorm
made it up in the course of the evening and next
dny got Mias Pills out of his portable. bungalow
without any attending disaster.

However, from day to day Sandstorm’s two-ton pet
continued te furnish diversion and keep Smith’s hair
fiving up in perpendicular until it became permanent
pompadeur. She followed him everywhere, nothing
he could tie her to being of permanent enongh char-
acter to reside long on iis base or grip well In the
loose stony scil. BShe moved his shack tound so
often that he was in g perpetual state of tres-
pass.

Before a week was out he began writing and wir-
ing 21l over the countiry, offering Miss Pille for sale
cheap, then proposing to give her away ite whoeverl
pay the {reight out of Goldfield. Little Sammy
balkeq on that, and as the rest of the boys were
gettinz a heap of fun out of it they were for Miss
Pills os a permanent institution.

“Sandstorm Smith sure dild bave am elephant on
his hands. His hay bills scattered snow In his tawny
Jocks and he had to quif smoking and drinking
so as to keep her trough filled with spring water

from Bishop.

But as some philosopher has observed, the darkest
cloud, properly rent, will reveal a silver lining.

“T'was along past slesgta of a Saturday aftermoon,
when the heat gauges on Main Street had stopped
bubbling above the century register and the sun was
taking on a purple circumference that the eye could
sgtand. THe advance pnffs of the cool] €venlng breeze
were beginning to bring folks out on the sidewalks
fn idte gossip. The day’s fever In stock jockeying
had passed and there was a little knot of young
brokers, of recent import from 'Frisco, grouped in
front of the new Goldfieldd Exchange %0 discuss the

applaudlnsﬂ, .4 colic and he's blaming the aikal to Doc M

fatest quotatlons in Basy Marks, common and Come
ons, preferred. “ -
1 had stepped out in front of the Gilad Hand
to chat with Bob Robley and Rawhide Pete and the
pame of Sandstorm Smith was just risiag to my =
tongue when Pete, who was looking up toward the
head of the stireet, burst out: v
“Here comes Sandy on his motorcycle, niding
under a full head of acid. Must be Miss Pills's gov

office.” ; . : >
Just one flash of a glance up the trail told me that
onrushing smother of dust wasn't concerned in steh
small matters as clephant colic and doctors, and &
pecond -look revealed that Miss Pills was in no i
physically indisposed. With, the grace of & STRI
. piano she was walloping down the trail warm in
her owner's wake. . : ~

Bandstorm shut off the power as he drew inio

the business center of thé camp, shouting to lait
and right as he rolled by; . N2

“She's got a basket of dynamite and detonating

caps, and svherever she drops It there's going to. -
be—" We lost the findsh of it, but not the sig-

nificance. The neavy tregd of Miss Pllls ‘was wa '
fng the echoes and she wasn't more’n thres of
yards away. ¥ you'vé gob. ducked away in you
craninm the fallacy that an elephant can't mow
faster'n an oyster banish ¢he conciusion. When ou
eves told us that thers was a basket swingiig I
her trunk we could see’ Her coming Hie the’
Jand Ldimited down the West slant of, the S
Rawhide Petel, Bob Robley, and. your humble s
jolned the merry villagers Sandstorm Smith
pacing, and the big hands on Goldfield clocks
slip many spaces before théré was a safe n
of the community moving sounth, east and
none north. If it was destlned for

phant to drop a basket of detonating
powder the popular notion was to allow
the conseguences.

By the time Miss Pills degan to sl oW}
the middle section of Main Street, Goldfiah
‘taken on the aspect of a deserted diggingd.
was only one man left behind—Tobias Parkins,
rank and file of the jocal- G. A. R—and his fxil
to join the departure was due to the fac
broke his wooden leg and cruich in n
swiftest pace he’'d made wince the
Run. But erivpled as he'was In :
he managed to mount to the roof of the
m game down on Miss Pllls

E

.

He t0ld us later that she stopped plumb in
of the Glad Hand and Jooked up at him with
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ennihilation threygh the doorway munder Bdmu

she didn't. She bad a double loop on
of that basket that fafled to'relax. i
You see Sandstorm had been teaching her to
and fetch shoring timber and odds and -
the mine, and she Imd:lpicked up that basic
the magazine of the Star of Hope e ninfng
the Little Belladonna, and trotited over i Wit
it, thinkimg 4n her pilayful,  girlish
might Hke it. The Star of Hope people
him in time to get his motorcycle under
iAs T sald bDefore,-she was a
phant and gentle tempered
. she’d heen petteq and coddled
ohfld. Therefore I guess 1
and peevish to be shunned

on the roof she began to roar.
only one roar, and that
round to see if he'd

Meantime Miss Pills, wheg,
didn't bring her any Cﬂ#
inclined, swung away from the
started back the trail she came. From
we -wat¢hed her pound up through the
Little Belladonna. She took 2:! Iltr:‘“ ‘
swaying her trunk Hite & pendolum, w_
murder and sudden death rising snd falling with the
rhythmical motion. : i A5

I never knew the sun to taive so long eetting
these altiffudes #s on that day. Customarily
swell to the size of a barrelhead,

ts

then take a header down 'the other side of Funen
Range. But on that eveming the driver of that sy
charfot must have dropped bis whip, for she stack.
fast, directing her flaming shafis of light on that
easy-going elephant. T o
Angd there was color for oils in the dark figuve of
Miss Pills moving through that soft sunset glow
ontil finally she rounded the corner of Sandstore’
shack and moved over toward the derricks @
the abandoned shaft. Wehadjultlaltdﬂtgz.
in the 'dimmering light when the earth
and thete was a sharp luminous glare that
up the vielnity of the Little Belladonnua; then
and the quickcurtain shadows of a Nevada
A sigh of rellef passed round the foothile.

Rawhide Pete, and ot :
Hill, got some of his badc
sald: ,

“Poor girl. ©he sure was an elephant on
bands, but T was beginning to get mighty , .
to her.” Then he rode off on his motercycie aad *
t‘.'he population of Qoldfield returned to ﬁdr--_ﬁd_-‘s'

on
<color and nerve

Smith's motorcycle at the door. =n
His face was stone sober and graven solemn as he
wallkeéd into the Glad Hand, but there was =z pecps
liar nervous twitch about his eyes and mouth. Mo
one spoke while dre fortified himeelf with:two mue-
cessive fort!fications, but when he ordered s &hird
Rawhide Pete counldn’t stand the suspense. ety
“Dierfindanyofher? he “asked." :
“Any of her!” sald Sandsform, wheeling rounRd
from the bar and raising his eyebrows. s b
“Any of her!” he drawled, tilting his giass with
maddening deliberation. “Why, she wasn't ateh.
ed. She dropped the bagket down the old £haft &t
the shot opened up that big-pay ledge IM wmiven
up hope of. T Jeft a slab in the ezsay office thatil
run forty thousand to the ton—so blwoming rioh
saw the streak in it with a lantern ~ ok

“But.” he concluded, wiping awaw an wi
tear, “Miss.Pills has got a bad attack of nerves,
T guess TNl ship her over to *Frisco, where TIl se8
gm;t uga:*get%ﬂthe cosliest berth there 42 1In
ate | 3 ere’s that MoKenns person who
there’s nothing tn drefma?™ =




